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e Burn2 Barbie Starr tells us the compelling story of how Burn2 
came into being, with the burning of a male effigy in the desert. 

e Mojo Boots Don’t make the mistake of getting between 
poet Jullianna Juliesse and a pair of “must have” mojo boots. 


e Dear Sophie Jami Mills reprises her story about a jazz- 
loving, down on her luck, alchohlic Miss Lonelyhearts columnist. 
Frank’s Karli Daviau contributes a hilarious poem that shows 
the predictability of some familiar virtual pickup lines. 


e Too Many Stops In another one of her economical stories, 
Cat Boccaccio spins a tale of the anguish of a broken family. 


e Multi-Seasonal RoseDrop Rust takes a look at the four 
seasons, giving new insight into each one in another brilliant poem. 

e Buddy Holly Art Blue does a deep dive into American music 
culture and uniquely differentiates red, blue, green and black. 


e No Other Way will Blake takes our breath away about as fast 
as any other poet we know, making connections only he can. 


About the Cover: Justasa 
seemingly friendly alien disembarks from 
his space ship and waves to the gathered 
crowd at Burn2 recently, Jami Mills was 
there to capture the moment. Check out 
Barbie Starr's piece about the community 
that makes it all possible. 


“Let future generations 
understand the burden 
and the blessings of 
freedom. Let them say 
we stood where duty 
required us to stand.” 


George H. W. Bush 
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he conception of a group of 
people getting together to burn 
a sculpture of a man may 
sound strange to some of us at 
first, but to those involved in Burning 
Man in the real world or Burn2 in 
Second Life, it means a very strong 
sense of commitment for a community 
of artists who gather to show their 
creativity and to celebrate it. The very 
first Burning Man took place in June 
1986 at Baker Beach in San 
Francisco, California. Each year since, 
Burning Man has had a theme-based 
event in the Nevada desert, but it’s not 
limited to the US. There are 
decompression events hosted by 
Burning Man Regionals around the 
globe throughout the year. Many 
regionals have adapted the event and 
added to their cultures. Usually the 
global events aren’t particularly held 
during the traditional times; these 
events are official regionals of 
Burning Man®. You can get more 
information about global events at: 
https://regionals.burningman.org. 


Since the 80s, it has kept pace with 
the technological era. With the advent 
of the Internet, much of society has 
evolved to another level of 
socialization. Many people use social 
media to communicate across the 
globe. Virtual Reality, once an alien 
concept, has now become second 
nature to many computer users and 
game enthusiasts. The concept of 


being in a virtual world setting such as 
Second Life, where you can create 
your own environment, has become 
second nature to many others. Second 
Life went live in 2003, the realization 
of a vision of its founder, Philip 
Rosedale. After visiting Burning Man 
for years, he thought about creating a 
place in Second Life for Burning 
Man. The virtual component of 
Burning Man became Burning Life. 
The event ran from 2003 to 2010 and 
was run by Linden Lab staff. In 2010, 
it was transformed into a volunteer- 
run virtual Regional of Burning Man 
called Burn2, staffed by Residents of 
Second Life with an official liaison 
between the two worlds. 


Between 2003 and 2010, Burning 
Man in Second Life was a very big 
yearly event. In the beginning, it was 
handled strictly by the Lindens and 
particularly Phoenix Linden, who was 
assigned as the liaison between the 
real world Burning Man and virtual 
Burning Life. The first Burning Man 
burned in Second Life that year and 
each year thereafter. With the 
transformation into Burn2, the group 
was encouraged to use the virtual 
playa to host other events during the 
year. Several interim events 
developed into annual features. The 
events are held during certain parts of 
the year on the Deep Hole sim, which 
is their virtual "home" in SL. There is 
one around the Winter Solstice that is 


their winter burn event; another 
around Spring Equinox, "Burnal 
Equinox" and another around the 
Second Life Birthday celebration that 
they call "Conception." The annual 
"Big Burn" event in October, 
nicknamed "Octoburn," is an echo of 
the real world event in Nevada's Black 
Rock desert known as Burning Man, 
that takes place in August. Both the 
real world and virtual events use the 
same themes - for example, in 2018 
the theme was "I, Robot." 


When Burn2 emerged from the fiery 
pits of virtual Burning Man (or rather 
Life as they call it), the residents of 
Second Life became more involved 
and started to volunteer. Some team 
members have set roles every year 
with specific areas of expertise for 
which they are utilized. Each event is 
planned and they seem to come 
together because they love being in a 
community such as this. The whole 
concept of Burning Man is based on 
the Ten Principles. Those principles 
can be found at: http://burn2.org/ten- 
principles. SuperSuz is the Regional 
Contact between Burm2 and _ the 
Burning Man organization. If you 
want to participate in this event, you 
can go to the website listed in this 
article and fill out an application 
online depending on how you wish to 
contribute. Make sure to follow the 
Ten Principles and you’re 
automatically accepted into _ this 


exceptionally gratifying community 
structure. 


As we roll into the New Year, 
Burmn2’s Deep Hole sim will be 
hosting events and activities. On the 
weekend of January 25-27, they will 
be celebrating Seasonal Perceptions, a 
winter Burn event you will not want 
to miss. Currently, the artists, 
builders, and event staff are hard at 
work, diligently developing the plans 
for this spectacular celebration. You 
can visit their website http://burn2.org 
for details about all their events. 


It is a pleasure to see such a sense of 
community going on both in real and 
virtual worlds - - people working 
together for a common goal to show 
and share their art with the world in a 
beautiful celebration. These events 
both around the world and through 
Second Life are fulfilling for all 
involved. It is encouraged worldwide. 
If you get a chance to visit one of 
these events, or if you are an artist 
looking to share the love through your 
form of art, join them. Musicians, 
artists, and builders alike converge in 
these events to form unison of 
creativity so diversified that it will 
take your breath away. See you there. 
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Yesterday, | got me some mojo boots. 
Leopard print, with a bad-ass heel. 
They have soles that don’t slip in the Minnesota snow. 


Score. 


| walk a little prouder, 
Talk a little louder— 
Me, and my mojo boots. 


My boyfriend says Lieutenant Uhuru had a similar pair 
on Star Trek— 
Except hers were black, not leopard. 


| will conquer the world in my mojo boots. 
That new job will be mine— 

My life will be fine. 

| am almost 54, but that does not matter. 
| got me some mojo boots. 


| won’t be worrying abou 


By Jullianna Juliesse 
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ophie rose from her chair, wove 

her way to the sink, and poured 

herself another slug of scotch 

from a grimy bottle on the 
counter. She proceeded to down it in 
two gulps. Miles was blowing in the 
background from a small radio in the 
corner of her dingy, fourth-floor 
walkup in the Lower East Side. 
Infested? Certainly. Fire hazard? 
Probably. Clothes were strewn 
everywhere, a red bra hanging from the 
arm of her couch. 


Sophie wobbled her way back to her 
desk, which was really just two card 
tables covered with a thin sheet of 
plywood. She ran her fingers through 
her disheveled hair, pulled her 
nightgown around her, and sat back 
down at her trusty Underwood, staring 
at the keys. She probed inside the 
carriage with her fingers and unstuck 
two keys that always seemed to grab 
hold of each other in a desperate 
embrace. 


Bills and default notices lay unopened. 
Sophie gazed down at the day’s mail, 
four letters, a catalog, and several 
glossy mailers. If her readers only 
knew how far their beloved Miss 
Lonelyheart’s stock had fallen. She 
tore open the first letter and read: 


Dear Sophie: 


My girlfriend Julie has taken to 


wearing a baseball cap every day now. 
In fact, she only takes it off when she 
showers and when she goes to bed. I 
dont want to hurt her feelings, but not 
only does this seem like excessively 
compulsive behavior, its also not a 
great look for her. Hats Off in 
Cincinnati 


Sophie rolled her eyes. Easy answer. 
Throw it out when she’s not looking. 
Around the fifth or sixth hat, she’ll put 
two and two together. What’s with 
people and their security blankies? 


Dear Hats Off: 


Obsessive/compulsive behavior is 
sometimes the sign of a more serious 
mental illness. Take my neighbor, 
for instance, who places a 
pomegranate on his doorstep every 
Tuesday morning and brings it in 
later in the afternoon. Sounds like 
it’s time for an intervention. Be firm 
and direct. Confront her with your 
fears and urge her to enter 
counseling. If that fails, then rubbing 
a small amount of a_ caustic 
substance, like ammonium hydrate, 
on the inside of the cap will irritate 
her skin. If she persists nonetheless, 
it will soon cause clumps of her hair 
to fall out. Eventually, she’ll choose a 
safer alternative. Sophie 


What kind of life is this, anyway? 
There’s always a simple solution. 


"There are none so blind as those who 
will not see.” All these people living 
their lives of quiet desperation. Sophie 
looked around at the chaos into which 
her life had descended. Ill set them 
straight. Just ask Sophie. 


She lifted another letter to her nose and 
made out what was the unmistakable 
scent of lavender. I despise lavender. 
Reminds me of my grandmother. God, 
I hated when she used to wrap me up 
on her arms and press me against her 
ample bosom. She pulled the letter out 
and read: 


Dear Sophie: 


I’ve never written a letter like this 
before, much less to someone so 
famous and_ respected in the 
community. I feel things, and when I 
read your columns, its like we’ve 
known each other our whole lives. If 
you'd ever like to get a cup of coffee 
and chat, please write me back. I’ve 
included a_ self-addressed stamped 
envelope for you to make it easy. 
Hopelessly Hoping 


I should send her some of my unpaid 
bills. Sophie hammered out her reply: 


Dear Hopeless: 
As you might imagine, I get dozens 


of solicitations from readers, hoping 
beyond hope I’d date them. Some 


are very creative and a few actually 
made me laugh. Yours wasn’t one of 
them. Sophie 


She stuffed her response into the 
stamped envelope and tossed it into the 
wastebasket. Why do I get so maudlin 
listening to Coltrane? The man had 
more problems than I’ll ever have. I’ve 
been working for 15 entire minutes and 
I already need a break from this soul- 
crushing job. People! Get your sh*t 
together! 


Sophie tripped over her rucksack on 
her way back to the bottle, cursing the 
fool who left it in the middle of the 
tug, forgetting for a moment she lived 
alone. What’s wrong with people? 
Can’t they straighten out their lives on 
their own? Who’d write a stranger for 
advice? Ask your Uber driver. At least 
she has a face. 


Sophie chose the larger of the two 
remaining letters. Her name was neatly 


typed on one, and a _woman’s 
calligraphy was on the other. She 
opened the pretty one. 

Dear Sophie: 


When I was little, I wanted to be an 
astronaut. Now not only am I afraid of 
leaving the confines of Earth’ 
atmosphere, I’m afraid of leaving my 
apartment. I get the shakes just 
contemplating it. I cant afford to see a 


therapist and I dont have any family 
or friends in the area. What should I 
do? Inside Out 


This one’s a beaut! Stick one toe out 
the door, then another until all 10 are 
outside. Sophie’s eyes were drooping, 
more from the heavy drinking than 
lack of sleep. It was only 9:30 for 
chrissakes. I calls ‘em like I sees ‘em. 
Sophie banged out her answer, 
deliberately hitting the keys of the 
Underwood to the tempo of Jimmy 
Cobb’s snare. 


Dear Inside: 


Your issues are very serious. I’m not 
going to tell you to just force 
yourself to get out. That works about 
as well as telling a depressive to turn 
that frown upside down. You need 
help and if you can’t afford it, start a 
Go Fund Me page. I’m sure there 
are generous people who would help 
fund your therapy. Short of that, try 
rearranging your furniture. The 
change will do you good. Sophie 


A knock on the door roused Sophie 
from her stupor. She stumbled over a 
pile of magazine on the floor, caught 
her hip on the corner of her “desk,” 
and made her way to the door. She saw 
a mild-mannered, middle-aged man 
who seemed harmless enough. So she 
opened the door a crack and before she 
could utter a word, the man tossed a 


document inside her apartment. Then 
he shouted, ““You’ve been served” and 
spun on his heels and took off, not 
waiting for a response. 


“Thank you for your service, douche 
bag,” Sophie yelled down the hall, the 
man in full retreat. She tossed the 
document on the pile and collapsed on 
the couch. She listened to the Village 
People sing In the Navy, and promptly 
nodded off for good. 


When she regained consciousness, 
Sophie had sobered up and her mood 
had distinctly improved. She opened 
the last letter with the neat typewriting 
(Sophie knew exemplary typing skills 
when she saw them). As she read, her 
eyes teared up. 


Dear Mom, 


You must be quite surprised to be 
hearing from me. Well, not as surprised 
as I am to be writing. Ordinarily, 
deserting one's family is grounds for 
never again speaking. I was ready not 
to. But I've been learning about 
forgiveness and I've decided that it's 
time for me to forgive you. I'm doing it 
for myself, not for you. I refuse to carry 
the pain with me any longer. Don't try 
to write me. When I'm ready, I'll get in 
touch again. Oh, and I'm having a 
baby girl. I'm naming her Sophie. 
Love, Maggie 
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| saw you across the room 
You have the most beautiful avi 
| never ever do this 

But | couldn't resist 


The lag here is so bad 

| can barely think 

Would you like me to TP you 
Somewhere to talk 


| really never do this 

| don't even know how | found this LM 
OMG, this is a NUDE beach? 

Really? 


Oops, where did you go? 
You still there? 

You really are special 
May | add you? 


cx” 
yan 


Cat Boccaccio 


irginia couldn’t deny Cash 

access to his daughter, no 

matter what he’d been up to. 

She was still furious, yes, and 
couldn’t bear to face him and listen to 
his apologies and supplications, which 
would be sincere and heart-felt. And 
completely irrelevant. 


Cash tended to focus on the latest of 
his transgressions, ignoring the string 
of mistakes and f*ck-ups, some merely 
annoying, some damaging and 
humiliating, that led to this place of 
remorse and repentance. He was late 
picking up the babysitter— was that a 
sin worthy of packing up and leaving, 
taking his beloved daughter away too? 


He would promise to be prompt, when 
that wasn’t the issue at all. And 
Virginia would have to explain, yet 
again, that it wasn’t one action it was 
many— the train they were riding on 
made too many stops, and so they 
would never, ever reach their 
destination. 


Meanwhile, Virginia hated listening to 
herself rattle off the times he’d been 
late, had behaved like a_ besotted 
teenager with other women, forgotten 
planned events, disregarded legitimate 
concerns about their home and 
finances, refused to liaise with his 
parents and instead allowed them to 
intrude and interfere. It wasn’t like her 
to nag and complain; he was turning 


her into a shrew, and she didn’t like it. 
She was tired of it. She was tired of 
him. 


So she had the child-minder, Devon, 
take Virginia’s car and deliver Echo 
with all her paraphernalia to Cash at 
the house, and arranged for Devon to 
pick her up again at the agreed time, 
six o’clock in the evening. 


“There’s no one here,” Devon said. 


Virginia held the phone close to her 
ear. “Say again?” 


“There’s no one home, it’s twenty after 
s1x, no one’s around,” Devon said. Her 
voice sounded subdued and calm— if 
someone was to panic, it wouldn’t be 
her. 


When Cash’s cellphone clicked into 
the answering service, Virginia called 
his parents, and when there was no 
reply, she called the police, who 
reluctantly told her there was nothing 
they could do at the moment— they 
were married, shared a house, he was 
the father, wasn’t he? 


Devon drove Virginia’s BMW X3 the 
half-mile to Cash’s parents’ house— it 
was a beautiful, sprawling, white 
gabled home with an expanse of 
perfectly manicured lawn in the front, 
surrounded by azalea and 
thododendrons which had _ been 


* 


photographed one spring and published 


in a national home and_ garden 
magazine. Devon hadn’t seen the 
house before. It reminded her of the 


one she and her old friends had 
squatted in back in the 90s. 
She walked around most of the 


perimeter of the house, by the pool, the 
tennis courts, past the pond and the 
strange topiary (which Cash had told 
her gave him nightmares as a child), 
and what looked like stables, though 
there were no animals. Twilight was 
settling upon the estate, and lights, 
triggered electronically, started turning 
on automatically inside the house and 
around the grounds, bathing everything 
in a golden glow. 


If Cash hadn’t brought his baby Echo 
to his parents, where had he taken her? 


Something caught Devon’s eye... 
something bright and incongruous, a 
small, fluorescent orange object near 
the poolhouse. She approached and 
picked up a plump, fuzzy orange rabbit 
toy, as soft as the real thing, from the 
tile. 


The door was ajar, and, bunny in hand, 
Devon pushed it open, and saw Echo’s 
care bag and toy bag dumped by the 
entrance to the showers. There was a 
kind of lounge further in, with a blue 


4 sofa, a small fridge, and a flat screen 


TV. The room was unlit— only the 
light from the string of bulbs 
surrounding the pool _ outside 
illuminated the room. 


Cash was sprawled on the sofa, on his 
back, with Echo on top of him, her face 
nestled into his neck, both of them 
deep in sleep. Cash had his mouth 
open. A small trickle of vomit dried on 
Echo’s cheek. 


His phone was on a table, vibrating. 
That would be Virginia. 


Devon picked it up. 


am working on the perfect play 
you can download. The perfect 
play is a machine which 
generates it. I call the machine 
Kunst. Why Kunst? Any name can do 
it; it is a machine to play with. I could 
call it Buddy Holly, so why not Kunst? 
Important is that Kunst has to be 
perfect, Buddy Holly not. For Kunst, 
an error-free operation is needed. But 
to be free of errors is no fun, right? 
Some players are not fun at all; others 
die for fun. How can a machine 
generate a perfect play if you don’t 
know the players inside out? The play 
must gain an addiction in them, right? 


One step, the very first one, is to bring 
all other media that might distract a 
player to halt; they must be shut off, 
right? It makes no sense you play an 
ALT when you shall be focused on the 
impact of life. 


Watch the video The Impact of Life so 
you understand the need for a focus on 
Kunst. https://youtu.be/livyEgliFsY 


In the meantime, I have set the sliders, 
adjusted the keywords, and specified 
the strength of impact. I tell you the 
keywords I am working on; just a few. 
I know some readers get bored fast. rez 
Magazine is rated moderate. There are 
keywords I have to spare so the article 
does not get censored or banned from 
publication. This does reduce the 
options for a perfect play for the ones 


of you running on Red. A little Red is 
still moderate, isn’t it? 


Sword, Shield, Valhalla, Resurrection, 
404. That’s Red code. 


Descartes, Art, Sphere, 
318529632879522975. That’s Blue 
code. 


Glacier, Forgiveness, Tent, Flowers. 
That’s Green Code 


Assassin, Black Belt, Dump. That’s 
Black Code. 


You see Art wrongly placed? You say 
I am biased? You ask for the White 


Code? The very first two questions you 
have I ignore. I call 404. On the third, I 


have to say that there was no White 
code until now. That’s why plays are 
not perfect. That’s why I am working 
on Kunst. White is no colour, but it’s 
needed in a play. How shall I code 
something that is needed but does not 
exist? 


Angel comes up in my mind. Isn’t it all 
for white that it needs an Angel? An 
Angel with white feathers. You say, 
“To see the feathers you need some 
elements other than white, or else you 
won’t see what is there. White does not 
exist on its own. Red, Blue, Green, 


Black do. White is never white. 
Shadows, you say; shadows in the sun. 
That’s quite white.” Are you sure you 
didn’t mean something else, not the 
colour? Maybe you mean you want to 
feel good. You want to laugh, colour- 
free. I have only Code. A play is a 
code. Even the perfect one is a code. It 
is Kunst, you know. 


To what shall Kunst lead? To the 
perfect play. Suddenly I know it. 
“Buddy Holly is Alive and Well on 
Ganymede.” Is this not a_ perfect 
header? The Headers Takes it all. 
That’s not Abba, that's Kunst. Kunst is 
a header machine. 


You read back. What has Buddy Holly 
to do with Red and Blue Code? Isn’t 
fun sometimes Blue and sometimes 
Red? Fun can be Green also, and Black 
when you are British (I hope you are 
not). Black you see only if there is no 
light, but then you don’t see anything, 
you just laugh, when you are British. 
There, I said it. When you pretend to 
be for Brexit, then you laugh because 
you don’t know what you see. There 
must be Black; you know it. Black can 
be seen only if there is no Black. 
That’s why I say Black Code. You 
have to put more attention into your 
reading. 


So Buddy Holly is it, the perfect play. 
And it has to be on Ganymede. You 
fear there is a lot of work ahead. A 


Quantum Leap is needed. Luckily this 
all is done already. It needs just to be 
copied in. 


Wikipedia says: “[Buddy] Holly was 
depicted in an episode of the science- 
fiction television program Quantum 
Leap titled "How the Tess Was Won"; 
Holly's identity is only revealed at the 
end of the episode. Dr. Sam Beckett 
(Scott Bakula) influences Buddy Holly 
to change his lyrics from "piggy, suey" 
to "Peggy Sue", setting up Holly's 
future hit song. Holly's follow up to 
that hit song is featured in the 1986 
Francis Ford Coppola film Peggy Sue 
Got Married, in which a 43-year-old 


mother and housewife facing divorce 
played by Kathleen Turner is thrust 
back in time and given the chance to 
change the course of her life.” 


That’s a play. A change from Red 
“piggy, suey” to Blue with some Green 
“Peggy Sue” and we are on Ganymede 
in a Quantum Leap. 


Watch Out The Leap 


This time watch the full header. It is 
for Kunst, you know. That’s why 
Kunst comes from a word that is most 
forgotten; a word long one. The word 
was Ko6nnen, which translates Coming 


Buddy Holly is Alive and Well on Ganymede (2014) - New Movie Teaser/Trailer: Starring Jon Heder 


from Pain. Don’t abort the machine. 
Keep focused for 2 min and 26 
seconds. 


And that’s my New Year’s gift: 


Buddy Holly is Alive and Well on 
Ganymede, a novel written by Bradley 
Denton in 1991. It won the 1992 John 
W. Campbell Memorial Award for 
Best Science Fiction Novel. Same year 
William Gibson and Bruce Sterling got 
this award for The Difference Engine, 
which writes an alternative history. 


Buddy Holly is Alive and Well on 
Ganymede is a Sci-Fi comic. The PDF 
can be found at 
http://buddyholly.ipsumblue.com. 


It was set by the author on Creative 
Commons [CC BY-NC-ND]. 


Happy Download. Happy Reading. 
Happy New Year. 


Bupbby HOLLY 


A) pthive aud Well ou 


Ganymede 
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Bradley Denton 
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By Will Blake 


| know no other way 


except to you 


and | do not know where you are. 


| hear you singing 


in another language. 


And once, as a field’s breeze 
furled a sun-dried sheet around you, 


| memorized your absence. 
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